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At the sound of ominone doom,
Which rasped like a raven's croak When he doth spy some carrion nigh
From the limb of a hoary oak, At once the fat man's knees
Gave way as he sank to the ground, And the corpse of Queen Music, the bier, and the pall
Fell on him and wrapped him around.
Then with shrieks of woo and affright
Away in the distance ran Three maids, who flew with feet of light,
And a bent and crooked man; And behind, the Dawn of Day
She hobbled with trembling tread, And this was the end of the fond device
To bury Queen Music dead.